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Man OFf Sorrows 


| look at him, and he's beautifull. 


Stretched out on his front, fast asleep, | admire the long lines of his back and buttocks, allow my gaze to slide 
to the muscles of his thighs and over the powertul calves and linger on his feet, smooth soles and long toes, 
and remember how those legs feel between my thighs, those feet feel in my hands when | rub oil over them 


to help him relax. 


He shifts and mutters something, nuzzles his face into the pillow and | smile at the way a lock of hair falls 

across his eyes, making him twitch his nose; the nose everyone likes to take the piss out of, make fun of that 
expressive face, never imagining the hurt it might bring. He hides it, of course. That's the sort of man he is. If 
it brings them joy to do so, he would never say nay, no matter how much pain it might cause him inside. He is 


not conventionally beautiful, that's for sure. But beautiful he is, never doubt that. 
He blinks awake, brown eyes soft with amusement, and a smile twists his face. 


We've fucked once already, and if the look in those eyes is anything to go by we're about to do it again And 
then he'll pay me, and I'll go home. 


| see you flinch - is it because | used the word ‘fuck’, when I've been using such soft, gentle terms? Or the 
acknowledgement of payment? 


Well tell me then, you who frown so at my trade. What do you do, when you're in a business like his, you're a 
long way from home and your wife is away and you want a little company? Do you pick up one of the fans 
who dog your every footstep, knowing the tryst will be all over the internet five minutes after she's gone 


home? Pick up a random companion from the streets, risking the same? 


Or do you call someone like me, skilled, discreet, clean.. no strings attached And that's a money back guarantee, 


| might add. 


And no, abstinence is not an option. Men like him - talented, driven men - work hard and play hard. Abstinence 


is.. counter productive, so to speak. 


He stretches a hand across the white sheet, tanned skin making a most pretty contrast, | notice as | smile and 
stub my cigarette out. | stand, taking my time, smiling at him in return as his eyes roam across my body in a 
most appreciative fashion, hell, | may not be tall and long legged but I'm no swamp donkey. And he knows the 
power in these thighs and the enthusiasm contained in this body and he likes it. Mind you, the feeling's mutual, 
| like drummers. Strong, great sense of rhythm, and usually well and truly under appreciated. 


Except by me. 


| slide into the bed and he surrounds me, one huge hand caresses my side and he swallows my groan with a 
kiss as sweet as it is passionate. He says he likes to kiss me after I've had a smoke; it reminds him of the 


days he was young and free. 


| tell him | prefer him mature and expensive, and he gives one of those riotous barks of laughter he's so well 


known for. 


He holds me close, strokes my skin, tastes it, loves it. This man does nothing by halves; he says he isn't as 
limber as he once was but one moment he's leaning over me, kissing my body, ripping my collarbone, sliding 


those hands under my back so that the next I'm lifted above him, dropping my thighs outside his hips so that 


he can slide down, taste the skin of my belly while | straddle his erection and wonder at the slick, silky 
hardness beneath me. Damn, if this is what he's like now then | think at twenty he might just have killed me.. 


| remember the first time we did this. He nibbled across my shoulder and, at my moan of appreciation, looked 


up at me with a raised eyebrow. 
"You don't act like you're bein’ paid for it," he said. | stroked the side of his face, met his eyes and smiled. 


"You don't act like you're paying for it, either." He laughed, but it was a gentle sound, a self-derogatory snort. | 
kissed him then, and he forgot all about it. 


| like to give my clients a worthwhile experience, something they'll remember. Means they reach for my 


number when they're in town and desire a little.. company. Cynical? 

Not really. 

We fuck slowly, take our time; after the first frantic heat burns out he likes to enjoy the way | feel next to 
him, the way our bodies fit together so well. The tastes and sensations of each other, joined passion, revel in 
the way the world outside just fades away. It's not for long, but in that quiet bedroom we're both in another 
world, just for a little while. 

And then it's time to go. | pick up my envelope, blow him a kiss, and I'm gone. 


It's guilt free, attachment free. But that doesn't mean that it isn't affectionate. 


And it doesn't mean it isn't real. 


